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ME wife fit down by me | 
— For now I'm reſol | 
y anger you get, and my paſſion you rouſe, 
To offer —_ it ſo over 4 > heck; 
When marry'd, you know yow'd to obey. 
But ſay what 1 will you'll five your den way. 
I pray madam tell me what is it you mean? 
Don't think I will bear theſe afronts you bold queen. 
Your bed In the morning ſo bighly you prize, 
Till ten or eleven you ſeldom can . 
And then you're reſolv'd to have your deſire, 
aq ſtraight goes the tea-kettle over the fire. 
nd in come your gofips to prate ind to 
Of this and of Yother, an >=" — +59 WY 
There prattling until it be noon, : 
By which time our dinner ought to be done. 
Fine doaths you are often wanting to buy, 
Let me go as fine ny neighbours, you cry, 
Still longing for every new faſhion you ſee, 
And till have got it you'H ne'er caſy be; 
But if [ find fault then your tongue it will run, 
So faſt, one would think it wou d never have done, 
For if in your humours y6u're ever controul'd, 
I am certain to hear a moſt damnable ſcold. 
You riſe when you will, and lie down when you pleafe 
Indulging yourſelf, and fiilt taking y6ur eaſe, 
Whilft mine is the labour, is yours is the gains, 
But Ive nought but ill looks and ill words for my pains 
But if you're io ſaucy and puft up with pride, 
You'll me ere to be banging your hide, 
You need not to fear I pay off your ſcore, _. 
$0 pray wife take care and provoke me no more, 


The Anſwe r. 


. 

courie, 

If I have thoſe faults I am ſure you have worſe, 

'Td tell your wife's faults, to beſure you have none, 

Yet none of you care to hear of your own ; 

And whatever failing in women you ſee, 

ou — mend in —.— it wou'd better be, 
o ſhew examples to wives, 

Than keaff as e wen: fame lives 
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And blame us for drinking of innocent tea, 

Whilſ its but refreſhment our ſpirits to cheer, 

Whilſt you get drunk with wine and ſtrong beet 

And leave me till one in the morning alone, 

Then from the alehouſe come ſtaggering home, 

And force me to riſe out of bed with your din, 

And come down in my ſmock for to let the ſot in. 
The reeling to bed, until morning you lie, 

You ſnore and you grunt like a hog in the ſtye, 

And are cropfick and quarrelſome all the next day; 

Is this to be borne, Mr. Wiſeacre, pray? 

Beſides, in your cups I have known you to ſtray, 

And pick up a wanton young Miſs in your way, 

You know tis not fair, I appeal unto you, 

To cheat and to wrong your poor wife of her due. 
You threaten me too with a very bad cheer, 

As banging my hide, which [ never can-bear, 

You know the old proverb indeed without doubt, 

You may beat Old Nick in, but you'll ne'er beat him 

out ; * 1 | 

And if you ſhould ha to do as you ſaid, 

Take care I don't CNRS ener head, 

Thea let us to love and to kindneſs incline, 

Tea mend your faults, and Iwill mend mine. 


